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HAIL, STANFORD, HAIL. 

Words by A. W. Smith. 
Music by Mary Roberts Smith. 



Where the rolling foothills rise 
Up toward the mountains higher, 

Where at eve the Coast Range lies 
In the sunset fire, 

Flushing deep and paling; 

Here we raise our voices, hailing 
Thee our Alma Mater. 

REFRAIN. 

From the foothills to the bav 

It shall ring, 

As we sing, 
It shall ring and float away; 

Hail, Stanford, hail! 

Hail, Stanford, hail! 

Tender vistas ever new 

Through the arches meet the eyes. 
Where the red roofs rim the blue 

Of the sun-steeped skies. 
Flecked with cloudlets sailing. 
Here we raise our voices, hailing 
Thee our Alma Mater. 



When the moonlight-bathed arcade 

Stands in evening calms, 
When the light wind, half afraid. 
Whispers in the palms. 
Far-off swelling, failing, 
Student voices glad are hailing 
Thee our Alma Mater. 



PRIZE SONG» 1904. 
STANFORD WINS TODAY! 

H. R. Thomas, '07. 

Ant. "Solomon Levi." 

Our sturdy team is on the field, our colors they 

proudly wear, 
The air is ringing with Stanford shouts, the 

Cardinal's everywhere; 
We'll show those fellows a thing or two, we'll 

teach them how to play; 
So give a big cheer for the Varsity team, for 

Stanford wins today! 

CHORUS. 

O, poor old Berkeley ! What is the matter with 
you? 

Poor, sorrowing Berkeley 1 Why are you look- 
ing so blue? 

Our team will scatter the enemy's line, they'll 
soon roll up the score, 

The Stanford spirit will win the day, as it oft 
has done before. 

The Stanford men are lining up, they're eager 
for the fray; 

So give a big cheer for the Varsity team, for 
Stanford wins today. 
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We'll trim the whiskers and pare the daws of 

the hoary old Berkeley bear; 
We'll paint his nose a cardinal hue, and make 

him dye his hair; 
It's "back to the woods" with Hopper and Stroud, 

and the rest of the Berkeley crew, 
For the Cardinal banners are waving today over 

the Gold and Blue! 



SECOND PRIZE, 1904. 



WEEPING WILLOWS- 



F. B. GouDY, *o6. 



TUNB. "Contrary Mary." 

Berkeley, O Berkeley, we've come to do you. 
We will surprise you, when we start through 

you, through you. 
Your palms of victory we'll change to willows. 
Weeping aloud for poor old Berkeley. 

Long you have boasted how you could do us, 
We're from Missouri, you'll have to show us, 

show us. 
Your palms of victory we'll change to willows. 
Weeping aloud for poor old Berkeley. 
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THE CARDINAL SONG. 



Words and music by Aucs; W. Kimball, '04. 



Here come the men of Stanford, the sturdy 

team and true, 
They'll put the blood-red banner above the Gold 

and Blue; 
They play the game for Stanford, they win for 

Stanford, too, 
Down in the country of the Cardinal. 

CHORUS. 

Then for the Cardinal give a cheer ! 
The Stanford spirit can know no fearl 
Then all together, we shout it loud and clear : 
"To victory ! to victVy with the Cardinal !" 

Let every man be singing while Stanford makes 

the score; 
WeVe made a plenty of them, and we'll make a 

plenty more. 
We'll win us greater glory than we have won 

before, 
Down in the country of the Cardinal. 

Now where is poor old Berkeley? Why doesn't 

she begin? 
Oh, she know the day she loses, and she knows 

the day we win. 
And she knows the Stanford spirit, that lasts 

through thick and thin, 
Down in the country of the Cardinal. 



BUM! BUM! SONG. 



C. H. Bak^r, '04. 
H. E. Bush, '05. 



Ant. Old Rotunda." 



Oh, California, 

WeVe got it on you, 

We've got the men, boys, — 

Yes, every one. 

It's not the first time. 

Nor yet the last time, 

That we've put old California 

On the Bum ! Bum ! Bum ! 

Oh, now's the time, boys ; 
We're in our prime, boys ; 
We've got them going, — 
Yes, going some. 
It's not the first time. 
Nor yet the last time, 
That we've put old California 
On the Bum ! Bum ! Bum ! 

Bum! Bum! Bum! Bum! 

Bum!! Bum!! 
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Honorable Meation, 1904. 



VALIANT VARSITY, 



Claire Soui^, '05. 



Tune. "Three Jolly Sattor Boys." 

Oh, come now all ye loyal Stanford men, 

Come and cheer, cheer, cheer, for your valiant 
varsity ; 

For the day of battle strong has come again, 
And the team is marching on to victory, 

CHORUS. 

Oh, Stanford, can't you see our team is winning ; 

Watch 'em play, play, play, all those mighty 
Stanford men; 
For the Cardinal is now a-waving high, 

And the Golden Bear will never score again. 

Oh, Stanford's lusty voices fill the air, 
In the breeze the Stanford red is fluttering. 

And the Golden Bear is searching for his lair, 
There to hibernate in sorrow while we sing. 
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Honorable Mention, 1904. 



RAISE THE CARDINAL. 



A. H. Rose, '05. 



TuKB. Chorus of "Highball Song." 

Raise the Cardinal, our Cardinal, 

For our hearts are stout and strong. 
Sing the story of her glory. 

For the praise to her belongs. 
With a team of our strongest, 

Every man in every play. 
And the Stanford spirit leading. 

We'll surely win the day. 
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Honorable Mention, 1904. 



GO TELL OLD BERKELEY. 



Mabbi. H. Baum, 05. 



Go tell old Berkeley, 

Poor, poor old Berkeley; 

Go tell old Berkeley, 

She'll have to learn the game. 

Watch us now a-coming, 
Set the ball a-humming, 
There's to be no bumming. 
While Stanford makes the score. 



Go tell old Berkeley, 

Poor, poor old Berkeley; 

Go tell old Berkeley, 

She'll have to learn the game. 
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AFTER THE GAME. 



Larrsy Bowman^ 'oi. 



Air. "ASonof a Gamboller." 

Oh, there's a row on Market street, — ^the force 

is in despair, — 
The cars are stopped for twenty blocks, the boys 

are everywhere. 
We've marched all over Berkeley town and sung 

both long and loud 
Of the sad defeat of Hopper and of Captain 

Benny Stroud. 



CHORUS. 

I'm the son of a son of a son ot a son of a son 

of a Gambolier. 
Here come eleven Stanford men that won the 

game this year. 
Prof. Bacon prayed for falling stars, and on his 

head they fell, 
So, let's sing a song in passing, and join the 

Stanford yell. 

14 



Now there was Dole, a half-back, that put U. C. 

to sleep, 
And Thompson, of the leather tile, that piled 

them seven deep. 
Oh, ask the men of Berkeley, who yards of 

mourning wear. 

Just to stop and think a moment, if Scutum 
wasn't there. 



Come, see the U. C. rooters that walk away so 
slow. 

In twos and threes they're going home, to shortly 
dine on crow. 

Snowed under, yards and fathoms deep! Hear 
Oski-Wow-Wow moan. 

As they play a dead march slowly on a voice- 
less magaphone. 



Then, fill you all your bumpers, to the team that 

had the vim; 
They fought with Captain Clark, and they 

learned the game from "J^"^-" 
There's fire on the hills at home, and in the rising 

flame 
We will bum a bunch of hoodoos in honor of 

the game. 
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SUPPLEMENTARY VERSES. 

Then come, ye sons of Stanford all, we seek the 

Golden Bear, 
For by his hoary whiskers we'll drag him from 

his lair; 
We'll paint that ursine wonder red, and send 

him to the zoo. 
While Cardinal in triumph waves above the 

Gold and Blue. 

For we are sons of Stanford, her glory and her 

pride, — 
Yea, every one a loyal son, and none shall be 

denied. 
And for the love we bear to her, shall she have 

service due. 
Till Cardinal in triumph wave, above the Gold 

and Blue. 



By W. H. Irwin, '99, 

Oh, I wish I had an ocean of rum, of sugar a 

million pounds. 
The dear old Quad to mix ft in, the chimney to 

stir it round ; 
rd drink the health of the Cardinal, so glorious 

and so true, 
And I'd join the rollicking chorus^ "Down* 

with the Gold and Blue." 
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By L^ROY Ladd^ '07. 

Oh, there's the road to Mayfield, as plain as plain 

can be, 
And if you want to see a wreck just take a look 

at me: 
For I've been to Mayfield and tasted of the beer, 
And that is why my eyes are weak — I need to 

rest a year. 



By Trowbridge, '05, and Thorps, '05. 

We'll cheer for dear old Stanford, where the 

color of life is red; 
We'll rise and give the 'Varsity from our coffins 

when we're dead. 
And when we mount the golden stairs, we'll give 

St. Peter the cue 
To join the rollicking chorus, "Down with the 

Gold and Blue." 
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ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR. 



Larrsy Bowman, 'oi. 



Am, "Hawaiian Song." 

One day a Freshman to Stanford came 

With resolutions to study hard ; 
He got to loafing, and in December 

I saw him counting the hours on his card. 

CHORUS. 

One, two, three, four, — 

Oh, how I wish there were more! 

Ein, zwei, drei, vier, — 

I won't be back next year. 

Yet, nee, sam, see, — 

Dumb as a heathen Chinee, 

No more I'll roam 

Away from home, — 

One, two, three. 

Down in a tavern, forbidden by some, 
The Sophomore blows from his tankard the 
foam. 

And toasts all the glories of Stanford to come. 
And sings dizzy ballads along the way home. 
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CHORUS. 

One, two, three, four, — 

He can not hold any more. 

Ein, zwei, drei, vier, — 

It's Friday night, that's clear. 

Yet, nee, sam, see, — 

What should a Sophomore be? 

For cares take flight on Friday night, — 

One, two, three, 

Down by the cactus so silent and still. 
The Junior has come to the question at last ; 

And love him? The maiden has promised she 
will. 
Until the long fever called living is past. 

CHORUS. 

One, two, three, four, — 

What could a Junior ask more? 

Ein, zwei, drei, vier, — 

But will it last a year? 

Yet, nee, sam, see, — 

Next week they'll toth disagree. 

And on the Quad they'll coldly nod, — 

One, two, three. 

Up in the Hall where the student-lamp bums. 
The Senior is working from seven until three, 

And cries, as the leaves of his thesis he turns, 
"It's no easy grafting to get a de^e^^ /' 
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CHORUS. 

One, two, three, four, — 
Oftimes I wish there were more; 
Ein, zwei, drei, vier, — 
I'd love to hang on here. 
Yet, nee, sam, see, — 
Take back your sheepskin, A. B., 
I won't be whirled into the world,- 
One, two, three. 



A1.UMNUS Versh. 
C. K. Field, '95. 

Up in the city 'mid turmoil and strife. 

So painfully different from calm college scenes. 

The worried alumnus, in the struggle of life. 
Is plaintively counting the dimes in his jeans. 

CHORUS. 

One, two, three, four, — 

How can I get any more? 

Ein, zwei, drei, vier, — 

I'll starve on this, that's clear. 

Yet, nee, same, see, — 

Things aren't what they used to be : 

Once I was It, but now I'm Nit, — 

One, two, three. 
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RUSH THE BALL ALONG. 

Castl^man^ '95. 

Ani. "Marching Through Gcorfeia." 

Our boys are on the football field, 
They've gathered for the fray; 

The Stanford yell is in the air, 
We've come to win the day ; 

We'll teach the game of football 
To our friends across the bay, 

While we are shouting for Stanford. 

CHORUS. 

Then rush! Oh rush! 

We'll rush the ball along; 
A kick, a shove, 

Will send it through the throng ; 
No line can stop our fellows 
In their rushes fierce and strong, 
While we are shouting for Stanford. 

Our players every one are made 
Of mind and muscle tough; 

The combination always works. 
For they are up to snuff; 

They'll show the Berkeley fellows 
That they're diamonds in the rough, 

While we are shouting for Stanford. 
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Hear our half-backs mutter 

As they stand there firm and true; 

**Up with the grand old Cardinal, 
And down with the Gold and Blue." 

Laurel crowns await them both, 

Dole and Bansbach, too, 

While we are shouting for Stanford. 

Just watch our "Bansie" take the ball — 

This time we'll see some fun; 
The Berkeley boys are rattled. 

And he'll score another run ; 
Like lightning through the line he goes — 

The victory is won — 
While we are shouting for Stanford. 

Then shout the grand old Stanford yell. 
We've sent her through the goal ; 

The Berkeley line looked solid, 
But our half-back found the hole; 

See the rush, the scrimmage. 
Then the tackle and the roll, 

While we are shouting for Stanford. 
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THE WINNING TEAM, 



Andrew H. Rose. 



TuNB. ^'Drinking Song, Prince ofPilsen.'* 

Here's to the men we know and love, — 

Varsity, tried and true; 
Here's to the men of the old red line. 

Fighting the Gold and Blue. 
Up with the glass and pledge them, lads. 

Flashing its amber gleam. 
While deep in our hearts the toast shall be, 

^'Here's to the winning team." 
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THE BEST COMPANY. 

C. H. Baker, '04. 
H. E. Bush, '05. 



Ant. ''Dutch Company." 

Oh, Berkeley! Oh, Berkeley! They don't 

amount to much, — 
They try to play the game, but they play it like 

the Dutch. 
Oh, this is the worst company 
That ever came over from old Berkeley. 

Why don't they stay at home, at the place they 

love so much — 
Instead of playing football like the "Switzer- 

cased" Dutch. 
For can't they plainly see that the best company 
Is the one that's run by Big George C. 
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Words by Carolus AgER, '95. 



Am. ••Gipsy John." By Frederick Clay. 

The jolly stars are burning! 

Then lay your work away, 
With song and story spurning 

The drudgery of day; 
The cheer is on the table set, 

The smoke is overhead, 
Tomorrow brings him no regret 

Who drinks to Stanford Red. 

RKF'RAIN. 

Then all together, lustily. 

Your glasses fill again; 
A health to you, a health to me, 

A health to Stanford men. 
So everybody, lustily. 

We'll be a long time dead! 
A health to you, a health to me, 

A health to the Stanford Red! 

POOTBAI,!, VERSE. 

The team is lining up, boys. 

Our banner bums in air, 
We'll pledge in one more cup, boys. 

The men that keep her there. 
And cheer them onward to the test. 

By Stanford spirit led; 
He dares to fight his level best 

Who fights for Stanford Red ! 
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.. STANFORD "MANDALAY." 

Miss S. G. Morrison, 'oi. 

At the Quad near Palo Alto, looking eastward 

to the bay, 
Where the red roofed towers are standing, and 

the bamboos nod and sway, 
Where the breezes in the palm trees answer to 

the bell's alarm, 
**Come you back, you Stanford laddie, come you 

back to Stanford farm; 

Come you back to Stanford farm 
Where the arches thrill and charm, — 
Can't you hear those voices calling, calling from 

the Stanford farm?" 

CHORUS. 

In the walks around the Quad, 
Where the western breezes play. 
There the students stroll and saunter, out at 
Stanford by the bay. 

There are Seniors staid and sober, wearing caps 

and gowns so fine, 
And sombreros big and shady, which will do for 

rain or shine; 
There are Junior plugs fantastic, and the girls' 

red-lettered hats. 
There the jolly, lazy Sophomores, sporting canes 

and talking frats; 

Bashful Freshmen, green and raw, 
Saying only, "Oh !" and "Ah !" 
All are calling you to join them, and to give the 

good old "Rah !" 
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But these days are all behind me, long ago and 
far away, 

And there are no 'buses running to the Quad 
for me to-day. 

And I'm learning here in Frisco what the P. G. 
often tells, 

"If you've heard the Quad a-calling, you will 
care for nothing else." 

No, you'll care for nothing else, 
But those spicy jasmine smells, 

And the sunshine and the bamboos, and the ring- 
ing of the bells. 

Ship me back to Palo Alto, to the place for 

which I long. 
To the land of golf and football, to the home of 

sport and song. 
For the voices there are calling, and it's there 

that I would be. 
For the dear old Quad at Stanford is the only 

place for me; 

On the path where palm trees grow. 
To the yellow arches low. 
Through the Arboretum wheeling, with a pretty 

girl I know. 
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